A    GENTLE    TRAMP

candidate for the neighbouring constituency of Brentford
and Chiswick. Was there still, I wondered, a forlorn
hedge leading to it in which the more experienced
vagrants hid their pennies before going in for the night?
Did an official still stand over one in one's bath with a
fearsome brush, like a witch's broom, in case one needed
a little extra scrubbing? Were the wire mattresses still
so near the skin, and still framed on such stout lines that
they left red diamond patterns on one's flesh?

All these thoughts and many others passed through
my mind as, walking mechanically, feeling singularly
free, and not taking too much notice of surroundings
with which I was very familiar, I passed through Cobham,
up the hill under the iron bridge, and then past the
woods and along that undulating piece of pretty common
which skirts the Horticultural Gardens at Wisley. It was
late afternoon, the sun very hot, there was not much
traffic, and I thought I would sit down again. I went a
few yards in, took off my pack, and sat down under a
bush. I had barely lit a cigarette when I noticed in front
of me a man who obviously knew a great deal more
about Casual Wards than I did. He was holding an
unlit stump of a cigarette, and asked me in a gentle
voice for a match. I asked him to join me in a cigarette;
he took one, sat down beside me, and looked ruminatively
towards the horizon. As he sat down I noticed that his
big toes were out of his boots and both were encrusted
with blood.

His face startled me with a resemblance. It was weak and
delicate, but the straight, sensitive features, the nose thin
and just faintly tilted, his soft, pointed, prematurely-white
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